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SOMEONE was coming down the hill—a quick clatter of heels on the scarred cement. 
"Hey, Getch!" 
In the deserted laboratory the big raw-boned boy half-turned 
to listen, still holding the heavy acid bottle in the thick rubber-
gloved hand* Little curling fumes climbed toward the ceiling 
from the lip of the bottle. 
"Hey, Getch!" The clatter was nearer now. 
Suddenly the clouded glass doors swung open. 
"Say, Getch. Where the heck you been?" 
The boy called Getch turned back to his acid-pouring. The 
liquid ran down the side of the thick glass funnel in a swift 
silent stream into a little bottle standing on the scarred top of the 
desk, 
"Been here since four," he said, watching the rising line of acid 
in the little bottle. "Been pouring acid all the time since four. 
Where'd ya think I'd been?" 
He took his eyes from the bottle to look for a moment without 
emotion into the other's face. 
Abruptly the liquid started up the short neck of the bottle. It 
rose to the top and overflowed, running down the sides to form 
a little black pool on the desk top. 
"Hey, Getch, look, you spilled some." He looked around half-
heartedly for a stray sponge. Seeing none, he turned back, hands 
in the pockets of his dirty corduroys to watch Getch sloshing off 
the desk top with water. Some of the water flowed obediently 
into the sink, but the rest welled over the edge of the desk to 
drip, drip, drip onto the floor, 
"Say, Getch"—he was rocking back and forth on his heels now— 
"You know Gob Henderson and Bill Heines? Well, they're tak-
ing a bunch to Des Moines tonight. And, say, will it be swell! 
We got some dough—" 
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HO'S got some dough?" interrupted Getch, turning off the 
water faucet with a vigorous twist. 
"A-ah, don't be like that. We do—the bunch—we're all going 
together. Whyncha come along? It'll be a plenty big time. We 
might see a show even. Or maybe just horse around." 
"Yeah." Getch moved on to the next desk with the big bottle 
of acid. He took a half empty bottle marked HG1 from the shelf 
above the desk, took out the stopper, and stuck the funnel into 
its neck. 
"Aw, Getch. Come on—you're lousy with money—workin' in 
this stinkin' lab every night. Or you oughta be." 
The only reply was a grunt as Getch started the bright stream 
through the funnel again. 
"Well, why'n heck not? Why not, Getch? You'll make the 
fellahs think you're nothing but a greasy grind. You act like you 
don't care about a darn thing but reading junk in the libe and 
pouring stinkin' acid into little bottles for dumb freshmen. Gome 
on, boy. Get wise to yourself!" 
"Aw, I dunno." He put the bottle back on the shelf with a 
little thump. The stopper jumped suddenly with the impact, 
then settled into its accustomed place. 
"Listen, Getch. It's gonna be swell. We got money like I said. 
Maybe we'll take in a show. A good show, maybe. Or maybe go 
out to the airport and watch the planes." 
/""»ETCH picked up the big bottle and pushed past on his way 
to the next row of desks. 
"What for you wanta go out there? None o' you guys got the 
dough to go up. Or maybe you do. I dunno/' 
He set down the bottle suddenly, and leaned over to twist a 
gas cock more tightly. 
"Well, it's kinda fun just to stand and watch 'em. Pullin' up 
off the ground, you know. Strainin' real hard, and stuff. You 
know. And the way they land! Boy, is it neat! Just as soft and 
ladylike. And right in the exact spot. Gosh!" 
He had followed Getch down the aisle as he argued. "Ever 
watch a plane land, Getch?" 
"Yeah. I've seen 'em land lotsa times on the river bottoms 
back home." 
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Chink of glass. . . Splash of acid. . . 
"Knew a fellow had a plane once. Name of Bob Craven/' 
"Yeah?" 
"He's dead." 
Thump of glass against hard wood. 
"Yeah." Uncomfortably. 
"Pretty decent, he was." Words were coming in a rush now. 
"Used to take me up. Loaned me money to start school one 
quarter." 
"Yeah . . ." 
"Died of pneumonia the first winter I was in school—just like 
that." 
"Yeah . . . " A toe scuffed awkwardly along the side of a desk. 
"Uh, well, are ya goin? Or aren't ya?" 
There was a little silence. Little white plumes curling higher 
and higher. Getch lifted the heavy bottle once more and turned 
away. 
"Don't think I can this time. You tell those fellow—thanks, 
though. 
"Yeah . . ." He shifted awkwardly to the other leg and drum-
med on the desk top with one hand while he looked from his 
companion's broad back to the door. "Well, how's the acid-
pouring business, boy? Pretty good, huh? . . . Unh, say, I gotta 
run—I gotta meet those fellahs. Say, Getch—uh, well—g'bye!" 
Clatter of heels down the hallway. The lab door swinging 
quickly back and forth in smaller and smaller arcs. 
CUDDENLY Getch set the big bottle on the desk and rested his 
hands on the sides. He looked out of the window through 
panes crusted thick with grime and ammonium chloride. It was 
a lovely day outside. Blue sky—coupla white clouds over in the 
east. Be a nice day for a trip—nice day. Nice day for flying, too. 
Blue sky, white clouds, and a little, frisky wind . . . mighty nice . . . 
Well, after next year he could get a job . . . and then . . . maybe 
. . . he could see about some things . . . 
. . . Well, it sure was a nice day. Mighty nice day for a trip. 
The lab was very still. So still you could hear the acid splash-
ing once more into the bottles. And the quiet dripping of water 
onto the stones of a sink. 
8 Sketch 
